
THE NATION'S DEAD.

E come to the gates
of the city,

By thousand we

To the gate of that
SWjZZ-Vitikf- f strange, muted??
Where all the dweller are dumb,

Wor bear the aound of the bugle-blus- t

Nor call of the rolling drum.

So still tney He In tholr dreaming.
The heart that were wont to boa

Beady to rise and answer
To hurry on eager feet,

- tiy day or night-time- , in rain or gun,
Through valley, or Held, or street;

Beady to meet the summons.
Beady to come or go:

"To march in the scorching heat and dust,
Or halt la the blinding snow :

To spring half awake, from dreams of borne,
To the sabrcthrust of the foe;

Beady to yield, not strength alone,
And the hand's keen, willing art,

Cut all of the sweet, full life Uod gave
Mot only a tithe or part,

Jut til to their duty,
Asking body, and brain, and heart.

What memories throng as we pause and stand
Where flowers on these graved are thrown,

While all about us the sunlight streams
And the breath of the May U blown

From warm, green valleys whose ripened grass
In drifted swaths is mown.

What dreams come to us. . . .Ah! far away
Is the martial clang anil trend

Far, far. Is the sound of the clashing stecJ,
Of the charge, in mad triumph led:

The pain, the passion, the tumult wild

for these are the peaceful dead.

Their flags are folded, or idly float
To the sweet cares of the wind

The flags that pressed through the bullet-stor-

While a million of souls behind
Followed steadfast and faltered not.

Like the thought of one mighty mind.

What dreams comes to us. . . . What heart-dee- p

prayers;
Yet the tender tears we shed
y these grassy mounds, where the heroes slc?p
With the bluo sky overhead,

.Are so bright with blessing, so touched with
light,

They might answer for smiles Instead.

We dream of the soldier brave. . . . But we
dream

Of the tn4, who were loved and deur:
Of the unkissnd kirntes. the vows unkept,

The passionate, homesick tear;
The human yearning, the whispered prayer

That no one but Ood could hear;

Of tired sleepers, with boyish brows,
in the starlit air:

Of blotted letters, and true-lov- e rings,
And the pictures of women fair

(Bidden close In those stalwart breasts
With a lover's jealous cure.

Our hearts boat fast with the beating drum,
Swell high with the music's strain,

For love, that Is ever life's theme of song,
The sweeter through loss and pain

For love, that lasts over strife and war,
While the years and the ages wane.

Cring flowers for the world Is abloom,
Like a garden grown one;

There are willing hands at the tender toll,
There are hearts long tried and true,

And flowers enough for the boys in gray
As well as the boys tn blue.

The task is ended the twilight falls,
The sounds of the day decrease;

sTat not with the silence of shout and song
Can the palms of our glory cease;

We have strewn the breusts of our noble dead
With the blossoms of lasting peace.

Madeline S. Bridges, in Leslie's Illustrated
Weekly. ,

GOD NEVER FORGETS.

The Story of One Decoration Day
and What It Brought

i NE bright even
ing among the
last days of
May, 1852, there
caine to Farmer
Gibbons' door,

tVW T V seeking shelter
for the night, a
c o n s u m ptive-lookin- g

man
and his little
seven -- year -- old

" It
i The good1 '. i.: :(.!' son.

t-

farmer had
never been
known to turn a
hungry stranger

.-- from the door,

"iZi. hence the warm
est corner in
the cozy kitchen

. fis given up to the wayfarers and
' Mother Gibbons bronght out her most
dainty knick-knack- s to tempt the appe--ti- ta

of the sick man. That they were
no ordinary tramps their scrupulously- -

clean, well-mend- though threadbare
i jrarmeats testified. The man told a sad
'tory of an old home in Pennsylvania
which had been forsaken for the rolling
prairies of the great West; of the mls-ufartu-

that bad robbed him of his
'mall estate and swept his wife and
children into the grave. After five

j trs of helpless straggling in the new
cuatry he was going back to die among
his own kindred and leave his little
Jack in the care of his own people.

In the morning the family was aroused
by the cries of the child who understood
enough to know that the white, stiff
form by bis side was lifeless.

Toor papa is dead," he sobbed, as
llr. Gibbons and his wife came hurry-

ing down-stair- s. The boy was right
Che stranger had died alone and neat-tende- d

while they alept

A coffin was provided at the expense
of the township, and the next morning
a few of the neighbors followed the hum-

ble dead to a grave in a quiet corner in
theohurch-yard- .

Before the day was over Mr. Gibbons
wrote to an uncle whose address littlo
Jack was able to give, but It was wooks
before a reply came, and then the only
satisfaction obtained was: "I have a
family of my own to support, and can
not take the lad into my house. Bind
him out or send him to the almshouse,
until he is old enough to support him-

self."
The boy grieved over his uncle's heart

less command, until the kind farmer
and his good wife agreed to give him a
home among their own noisy boys and
girls.

The neighbors fehook their heads
wisely, doubting the wisdom of the
step, but when they remonstrated with
Mr. Gibbons and pointed out the dan-
ger of trusting to one of whose ancestors
he knew nothing, he replied: "I am only
doing for this strange lad what I would
wish others to do for my boys, were they
cast friendless upon the world.

"If we do our duty we ran trust con
sequences with God," added the moth
erly voice of his wife, who had chanced
to overhear the conversation.

The years passed on and Jack became
a real farmer" boy tolling In the fields
in the fruitful season and tramping
across the woods to school in the winter.

"Jack Shepherd is a good boy, and well
worth the raising," his benefactor would
say. proudly, whenever the boy's capa-

bilities were called in question.
When the news of the fall of Fort

Sumter was flashed over the North that
sad April day in ISO 1, Farmer Gibbons
could scarcely be persuaded that he was
too old a man to shoulder a musket and
march to the defense of his country, and
when it was told him that his oldest
boy had headed the list of volunteers,
he said, with tears streaming down his
sunburnt cheeks: "God bless you, Dan.
You would be no son of mine if you
tried to skirk from duty now."

The next day a letter from George,
the student, came, telling that he, too,
had donned the bluo. "I could not help
it, father. All the students are volun-
teering," he wrote.'

"Never mind, mother," said the farm
er, at sight of his wife's wet eyes. "W e
gave them to God when they were
babes, and if lie chooses to use them in
helping to save the country, His will be
done."

Jack's patriotic heart would have
tempted him to follow the example of
Dan and George, but Mr. Gibbons said:
"Walt a bit and see how times go. Old
men like roe and slips of boys like you
are not worth much on long marches, so
for the present we had better stay at

'rooit papa is DEAD.

home and raise something upon which
to feed our soldiers."

Jack listened ouletlv. and then with
out a word went back to the plow he had
left standing In tho furrow.

A year passed away, and with it
poor Jack's bright hopes of the future.

A hundred dollars that Mr. Ulbbons
had riaced in the desk in the room ad
joining his disappeared mysteriously,
and circumstances pointed suspiciously
towards him as the thief. Thouorh obe
dient and tractable, the boy was high--

spirited, and resented, as base, any in-

sinuations that called his honesty in
question. Ilis indignant denial would
have had much weight with the consci-
entious farmer bad not Ken, the Gib
bons' baby, asserted boldly that he had
seen Jack "fooling 'round the dosk more
than once.

In the eves of the parents this proof
was conclusive, besides it accounted for
tho many petty thefts that, in the last
few months, had sorely puzzled tne
worth v counle. The soul of honor him
self, Mr. Gibbons would not tolerate
any departure from rectitude, especially
in one for whom he bad done bo much.

Th result of the trouble was that Jack
packed up what few things he needed
for a change, and went out irom tne
borne where his happiest days had been
spent.

"God will not forget yoor Kindness to
a poor, friendless orphan," he said, as
betook mother Gibbons' band at par
ting.

Going directly to a recruiting office,
be enlisted in a Michigan regiment,
and in leas than twenty-fou- r hours he
was on his way to Tennessee, where
General Bailee was just then laying
siege to Corinth. In spite of his youth
and consumptive tendencies Jack made
a good soldier and came out of the
bloody conflict without his fair name
being tarnished.

Instead of returning to the home that
had sheltered bis boyhood, he went
W est and settled upon a claim. taKing
np his lonely U.'e as a rightful heritage.

Not so kindly did the four years of
warfare deal with th poor old farmer's
lads, for when the boys in blue came
marching home, not) one of the stal-
wart sons who had gone forth to battle
walked in tho ranks.' George and Ben
had come home li pine coffins many
days before, while Din was left sleeping
beneath the bright Southern skies.

After Jack had gone away Ben gained
his father's consent to become a soldier,
but before a year bad passed be sick-

ened and died, but not until he had
taken upon him self the theft that had
sen t the orph an boy alono in to the world.

More than a score of years afterwards
an irroslstlblo deslro to look upon the
faces of the friends of his youth sent
lanir l.n..lr n nntrh a irlimnse of the old
familiar walks. It was on tho 30th of

May that he arrived, and the little town
una irnowit.h flowers and banners. Join- -

-- -

ing in the proccssson that was wending
tta a-a- tn t h whip.... trv ha 1)llSSGd UUiet--

ka nwj j I

ly to the grave of his father, now

marked by a maroie siaa in me sumo
row, a little to tho cast, he read the

"GOD WILL SOT FORGET VOf 11 KINDNESS."

names of George and Ben Gibbons, and
an old veteran who was scattering flow
ers on the graves of the brothers in-

formed him that Dan closed his life in a
Southern prison and that the two daugh
ters of the same household bad died
within a week of each other, leaving
the old folks childless and almost pen-

niless. Waiting to hear no more, Jack
hastened to the old farm-hous- e, and
without making himself known listened
to the pitiful story of the old people,
who upon the morrow would be turned
out of the house where all their wedded
life had been spent "We gave our
boys all to our country, but now we are
forgotten both by God and man," mur-
mured the old man.

"Father, God never forgets." said the
good wife, tenderly. "Don't you re-

member poor Jack's last words 'Go
will not forget your kindness to a poor
orphan boy?"

"Ah! but did I not send the poor lad
away for a crime our own boy com-

mitted? God Is punishing ns for this
sin, Mary, and night we will
sleep in a pauper's bed."

"God never forgets," said the stranger,
and then came the most jcyful moment
of his life, when he was able to reveal
himself to them and assure them that
the boy whom they had saved from the
almshouse had come back just in time
to render them a like service.

Jack did not leave them again, except
for a few days to arrange his business in
the West, and bring back the money to
save the old homo from the auctioneer's
hammer. "God did not forget them,"
and after many days the bread which
they had cast upon the waters came
back to them. Belle "V. Chlsholm, in
Christian Inquirer.

borne Popular Superstitions.
One will not be required to go abroad

to find superstitious preventives of dis-

ease and remedies for it The writer
has simply called to his aid the women
who happened to be in his home as he
writes this paper for instances of such
antidotes with which they are familiar.
One avers that If an onion bo stolen
from a grocery store, rubbed on a wart
and then buried where no one can find

it the wart will go away. Another, an
elderly lady of intelligence, declares
that she was once induced to kill a
striped snake and then bite through its
skin in the hope that thus her teeth
would be preservod from decay. The
same lady says she knew a man who
lived on Cape Cod, that was persuaded
by a colored physician to bind a live
toad on his eyes, and so long as the toad
lived wear it to cure blindness. The
girl in the kitchen solemnly affirms
that she knew a girl near ber home,
away down East! who "caught tree-toa- ds

and allowed them to hop from a
tumbler down hef throat to cure a con-

sumption; when the cold weather came
on and the girl could not find the toads,
she died." Dr. J. W. Hamilton, in
Ch autauquan. I

DECORATION DAY.

The old earth to thunbeams said:
"Come, let us hasten with the flowers:

Give me,' she hreatsed. "your kindling kiss:
Give me your strength," she pre toe

showers.
"Call the rho flora from the swamp.

Call the aw.lea iweit as musk.
Call lilies that from burdened heart

Their tragraaee pour along the dusk.

"And call from an my secret cells
The blushes of the perfect roue.

For I would heap my heroes' graves
Full soon with every bud that blows r

Then said the sunbeams and the showersi
"In morning glow. In midnight dew,

Though clothed with grass, though heaped mm
bloom. j ;

Though tenting skies be gray or blue.

"Yet while on eaoh white marble there
fvv- - --- A ...utta. uhlnft !ik lllD& -

uc .ui icu - - - ; .
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MINEsOWNERS GROWING RICH.

facta Prom the Mines and Lack I"acta
Before the Ways and Means Committee --

The raeleaaiieas or protertlon on Iron Ore
How tho People Are Knrlclilng Few

Man tlko the Daughters of the Ilorso-Loec- h

Thy Cry, "OItc, tilve!"
It Is always Instructive to compare the

condition of any Industry as brought out
in the traJe journal and daily papers
with its condition as represented before
the Ways and Means Committee at
Washington.

The latest case In point in that of tho
iron mining industry. Facts have lately
come to light which show that the own-

ers of iron mines are piling up Immense
fortunes. The Pittsburgh Commercial
Gazette, which Is a paper in full sympa-

thy with the high protectionists, printed
recently tho following pit-c- of news:
"The earnings of some of the Lake Su-

perior iron ore companies have been
omething phenomenal during tho past

few months. One company with a capi-

tal stock of S."00,000 is reported to have
cleared in fifteen months over $700,000.

or considerable more than the entire
capital. Stock at the par value of $25

has gone up until it is held at $175 a
hare, which is not at all strange when

the earning capacity of the company is
oonsldered."

Here is an increase of COO per cent
In the value of the property of men who
ay they need protection still for their

infant Industry, and that they can not
nnmnnfn U'lth tha nn nf V

. ... . . .t A

ispain. t nai cost mem one uuuar vu

buy Is now worth seven dollars; and
every dollar they put into the property
now yields $1.13 a year.

One would think that men who reap
such profits would be able to protect
their own labor instead of asking Con-

gress to pass laws to protect it. They
patiently gather up the statistics of the
wages paid to miners in Spa'n and carry
these figures to Mr. McKlnley's commit-
tee to prove that the American miner
needs protection from the distant Span-lar- d.

The men who make these great
profits out of their Iron miners told Mr.
McKlnley that they were "decidedly in
favor of building up our own country."

Of course they are! Who would not
be in favor of building up bis own coun-

try when thnt country gives him laws
which enable him to make more than
one hundred per cent, on his money?

But these iron mines In the North-
west are not entirely "domestic indus-

tries." It is said that about one-fourt- h

of their product is taken from mines
owned by a body of capitalists In Ber-

lin, Germany, called the e'chleslnger
syndicate. These shrewd Germans have
seen that tho Americans are a peculiar
people who tax themselves in order that
their mine owners may have a soft snap
and grow rich, and so they determined
to have a finger in the pie too and get
some of tho good things that we are
passing around every year under the de-

lusion that it all goes to "American
labor." The Germans saw their chance,
formed a syndicate and bought up a
number of these mines; and they, too,
are growing rich inder the beautiful
system of protection to infant indus-

tries.
Another company which is reaping

enormous profits out of iron mines Is

the Metropolitan Iron and Land Com-

pany of Michigan, a large part of the
stock of which is owned In Massiichu-etts- .

In January a dividend of twenty-si- x

per cent was paid by this company;
on April 20 a further dividend of twelve
percent was paid; and in addition to
this a stock dividend of twenty-fiv- e per
oent was declared at the same time.
That is to say, instead of paying out the
fall dividend in money, the stock of
each stockholder was increased by
twenty-fiv- e per cent. Future dividends
will, of course, bo calculated upon tho
basis of the stock thus watered: and the
dividends which are paid will, by this
watering process, bo disguised in
such a way that the people will, not
be able to see at once what vast
profits they are helping these mine-owne- rs

to make. The stockholders pay
In not one cent of extra money, and yet
they will receive dividends hereafter
upon one-fourt- h more of stock than they
paid for. That is one way to digulse
from the people the effect of the high
protection they continue to vote to these
mine-owner- s.

If we sum up now the dividends paid
out by this company, including the stock
dividend, we get a total of thirteen per
oent The shares of the company com-

mand an enormous premium. The par
value is $25, and the last sale which is
known was for 85. But so far as is
known there have been no recent sales.
People who have such a good thing, and
a public bo ready to tax itself for their
benefit do not readily part with their
property. They have the best Bessemer
ore in the country this ore being what
is used in producing steel The demand
for the ores of tais company is so great
that the larger part of the product for
this year is already sold in advance.

And who is it that is paying the money
to enrich these ore companies?

The consumer, of course.
The steel manufacturer buys the ore

and when he sells the finished steel the
cost for the ore must be covered, and a
handsome profit must be kept by him
for manufacturing the steel. The steel
is then made into a thousand forms of
machinery, many of wh ch find their way
to the farm, many to tho work-sho- p; hut
wherever they go they carry with them
the increased price originally put on the
ore at the mines by the work ng of our
tariff laws. It is the same old story
over again of tho enrichment of the few
at the expense of the many. The bless-
ings of nature fall into the hands of the
rich, and we proceed to make these

blessings greater by adding the Wear
ing of protection. As if tho strong wore'
not sufficiently strong already, we sap
tho strength of the weak in or-

der to make the strong still stronger.
There is not a plow, a harrow, or a har-

vester, or a threshing machine, or any
other farm machinery, into which iron
or steel enters, that does not take out of

the farmer's pocket the protected mine-owne- r's

and steel-maker- 's per cent.; and
as ten thousand springs and brooks make
one great river, so the contributions of
ton t jousand farmers and otber consum-
ers find their way into the great stream
of dividends which flows into the pockets
of iron and steel companies.

In view of tho great profits of the
mine-owner- s, it was thought by many
that the duty of 75 cents a ton on ore
ought to bo removed. The manufactur-
ers of Now England particularly were
anxious to have this done, and pet.tioned
the committee to that effect The iron
industries of New England have for sev-

eral years been in a languishing condi-

tion. The freight charges on ores from
interior points have been such as to
render business unprofitable, and many
establishments have closed up, or re-

moved away to more favored localities.
The manufacturers of New England

think that If they could get freo ore,
and freo coal for their furnaces,
they could hold their own and
not be crowded to the wall. About
three hundred manufacturers of New
England, engaged in the various forms
of manufacture which use iron, united
in a petition to tho Ways and Means
Committee asking to have free ore and
coal. It is needless to say that the
petition was not granted.

It is Interestlngto compare the reports
of great profits in iron mining just de-

scribed with the statements made by the
mine-owner- s and others be fore the Ways
and Means Committee. Three men took
what they called a broader view of

than that taken by New En-

gland, and one of their number kept
saying they wanted to be alone. Mr.
George II. Ely, of Cleveland, O., who is
president of the Western Iron Ore
Association, was before the com-

mittee to oppose any reduction of
the duty on iron ore. Although this
gentleman confessed that he had been
in the business for thirty years, it was
found impossible to get him to make
any definite statement of the cost of
mining a ton of iron ore, or of tho cost
of labor per ton. It was found equally
impossible to get at the value of ore
lands. One fact of interest, however,
was brought out. It was admitted that
the freight from Marquette, Mich., had
fallen from S3 a ton twelve years ago to
$1.25 a ton last year. This is a saving
of $1.75 a ton.

Now, If the mine-owne- rs could operate
their mines twelve years ago at u profit,
paying $3 a ton for freight how much
greater must those profits be to-da- y.

with freight at $1.25 a ton? Again, as
the owners of mines have saved $1.75 a
ton on their ore, how much would they
suffer now by removingr the duty of 75

cents a ton.
It was further shown before the co-

mmitteebut this time by an Eastern
man who wants free iron ores that tho
duty of 75 cents a ton would not pay the
railroad freight on imported ores to a
point more than 10 miles west of New
York, and that the free foreign ores
could, therefore, in no case compete
with tho Western ores.

Mr. Ely said that he did not want
things too cheap; and tho great profits
of the Western companies, already re-

ferred to, show that the Michigan mine
owners have nothing to complain of on
that score.

Fro Hncar and at Ilounty.
The action of the McKlnley commit-

tee in putting raw sugar on the free list
is to be highly commended. When this
results in cheaper sugar for the millions,
as it certainly will, the users of sugar
will be asked to decide whether tho
tariff is a tax; and if they find that itisa
tax, they mny set' that a tariff is a good
thing good to get riu"of as fast as possi-

ble. This Is the kind of education that
not only saves money to the consumer,
but also prepares him for intelligent
views and wise action in the future. A
most valuable part of the education
will como from the bounty which tho
bill gives to the sugar-grower- s. The
bill provides that the growers shall re-

ceive from the United States treasury
two cents a pound on all tho sugar they
produce. This will lift from tbe
treasury each year the neat littlo
sum of seven million dollars, and
a still larger Bum as the
bounty-fe- d sugar-growe- rs multiply in
number and add to their acres. When
the people see this aum flowing out of
the treasury every year to pay the sugar-growe- rs

for doing their own work, they
will begin to see that it la all a huge
piece of folly. If the sugar-grow- er is to
bo paid by tho Government, why not tbo
corn-growe- rs also, and the wheat-grower- s

and the cotton-grower- s? Then why
not pay everybody for doing bis owa
work?

But that wonld be a piece of glgantlo
socialism such as few intelligent men
are ready to saction. Besides bankrupt-
ing the treasury it would bankrupt the
self-relia- nt American character. It is
good doctrine that every man should de-

pend on his own strong arm, rather than
lean on the strong arm of the Govern-
ment

Every system of bounties and every
form of protection tells a man to rely on
the Government rather than on himself.
And there is socialism.

Taxpayers can derive one consola-
tion from the McKlnley Tariff bill and
that is dandelion root is aot taxed.


